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Welcome to Helll 


New York: The city that never sleeps. New York: The city where anything, and everything can be found, 24 
hours a day, 1 days a week. 


He'd seen the advert in the back of a kinky magazine he'd been "reading". The Second Circle Club promised 
every hedonistic delight available in a safe and protected environment. Want to dance the night away? Yep. 
Want to watch someone get their ass caned? Can do. Want to bend your boyfriend over and flog his ass? Come 
right inl 


Dave snickered at the thought and tightened the loop of the chain leash around his wrist. Hiding his flame hair 
beneath a silk top hat, a black and red Venetian mask covered his face. Tight black skinny jeans were wrapped 


around his legs and a long velvet coat hid the rest of him. 


The leash trailed behind him, clipped to a narrow black dog collar. The tiny metal plate had been etched with 
Junior and their phone number back in LA. He'd thought his boyfriend would have balked at the idea but, 
several weeks previously, David had obediently knelt at his feet and accepted the collar. Getting him to remove 
it for public appearances had been a whole other matter. While they both wanted to fully live the lifestyle 


they were discovering, they still had appearances to keep up. Several arguments and several extremely 


satisfying punishments later David had relented to wearing a variety of necklaces whenever they might be in 
the presence of the less understanding and discerning. It was also one less thing to explain to David's Mom. The 
last thing he needed was a phone call wanting to know why the latest magazine clipping showed a photo of her 
son wearing a dog collar. They'd already had to explain several slightly offensive t-shirts, the state of their 
various apartments, why they'd spent time living in David's van, a drug addiction and why they were sharing a 


bed. The less explaining they had to do, the better. As wonderful and loving as Francis was, she did fret a lot. 


Behind him, the collar wrapped around his pretty throat, was David. Poured into tight leather pants and a white 
shirt, a feathered mask hid his face from the world, his long hair braided down his back. They had discussed 
the evening in length, planning everything from safe words to what they would do. Dave, however, had decided 
to keep a few surprises up his sleeve. David didn't know they were heading for a club. He thought they were 
heading for a private dungeon, but the thought of watching his boyfriend lose the plot on the dance floor had 
been too much. If there was something David liked to do more than play bass and fuck, it was dance. Didn't 


matter what the music was, the rhythm always found its way into his boyfriend's blood. 
"Nearly there," he called over the sound of the traffic. 


He may have been leading someone around New York on a leash in the middle of the night but no one had so 
much as batted an eyelid. It made him feel liberated and alive, the freedom swelling through him and exciting 
his very being. He wanted to do it every night of the week; to do whatever the fuck he wanted to do and not 
get stopped for it. Now that they lived their life in the spotlight of fans and media, it had become harder to 
have anything near a normal existence. Not that Dave gave a flying fuck. Yeah, he still ran his mouth, still 

threw up in gutters and got tossed out of bars, leaving it to David to clear up his messes whether physical, 


verbal, mental or any of the billon other "al"'s. Somewhere, a clock began to strike midnight and Dave grinned. 
A queue snaked away from a nondescript building. People were dressed in all manner of attire, some were on 
leashes and some crawled on all fours like dogs. One man was dressed as a centaur, his hind legs made from 
the bent over form of another man. 

"You didn't tell me we were going to a club." David's worried voice brushed by his ear. 

Dave grinned and glanced over his shoulder. "Surprise. Besides, itll be dark. No one's going to care about us." 


| hope you're right." 


Turning, he snatched at David's braided hair, pulling his head back. Scraping his teeth along the exposed flesh, 
he hissed, excitement growing as he heard David growl. Yeah, they liked it rough. 


"We'll be fine." His teeth nipped at his lover's ear. "An' if anyone gives us trouble, I'll give ‘em hell. Don't make 


me punish you before we get in Unless that's what you want" 


A dangerous glint danced through David's eyes, and Dave chuckled, easing his hand back. The line moved quickly 


and soon they were descending a set of stairs. Murals of various sexual debauchery flowed along the walls, 


the words Welcome To The Second Circle Of Hell painted above them. 


Dave could feel the excitement begin to pitch as they stepped into a large receiving room. A bar sat straight 
before them and the walls were painted a deep red. Thick candles jutted from the walls, their flames dancing. 
Chandeliers hung from the ceiling and passageways lead off from the room, arrows and signs giving directions. 


In the distance, the music from the dance floors thudded. 
Eagerly Dave eyed the passageway marked Play Rooms But first. 
"Do you want a drink?" 

Dave nodded. "Please." 


Walking to the bar, he ordered two Heinekens and passed one to the collared and leashed man. Already he could 
see the music begin to find its way into David's body, his boyfriend already fidgeting, limbs sensually finding 
the beat, the earlier fear melting away. Dave could watch it all night, watch him sway and move with reckless 


abandon, hands sliding into his hair as he tilted back. But there would be time for that later. 
Tugging on the leash, he drew David closer. "Ready to go and play?" 


His lover's eyes widened and a smirk twisted his lips. Mirroring the smirk, he wound the leash around his wrist 
and made for the passageway. People walked around them, all ignoring them. David had nothing to fear and, 
equally, had nothing to hide. They were in a place of safety, a place where they could be themselves and where 
the rule of "What happens in the club, stays in the club" was strictly enforced A long list of rules had been 
included with their membership, rules which included no photography, no speaking of what went on inside the 
club, and no talking to the press. People from all walks of life came to the club to enjoy themselves and their 
privacy was highly guarded. Anyone caught breaking any of the rules was liable to be punished, and not in a 


pleasurable way. 

The passageway branched off into others, signs leading away to private and public play rooms. Following the 
private route, they found themselves stopped by a burly, leather clad man. A clipboard dangled from one hand 
and the accepting look he gave them did much to calm any fears Dave had held. Not that he'd spoken of them. 
Never would he have spoken of them, especially not in front of David. Confidence was the key. 

"Name?" asked the man. 

"Felix Moet." 

Checking the list, the man nodded and reached for a small cupboard on the wall. 


"Room ten. Follow this corridor and take the right. Enjoy your evening.” 


Handing the key to Dave, he gave them a smile and stepped to one side. 


"Interesting name," David hissed with a chuckle. 


As promised, the corridor stretched away before opening out onto a row of doors. Taking the right turn, Dave 
followed it, counting off the brass numbers of the black doors. His heart hammered as he approached theirs 
and cautiously he opened it, tugging David through before flicking the lock home. 


The room looked very much like what they'd seen of the club. Painted in deep colours, shaded lamps hung from 
the ceiling and shelves of various cuffs, whips, floggers and after care products lined the walls. As requested, 
an arched padded bench stood in the centre of the room, straps dangling from it. Against the back wall was a 


large bed, made with black sheets and a mound of pillows, red silk scarves piled on one corner. 
Looking David up and down, Dave felt himself grin. Unclipping the leash, he stood back. "Undress." 


David paused and, slowly, a smile spread over his face. Carefully he removed his clothes, neatly folding and 
placing them to one side, the mask on top. Already David's cock was hard, bouncing against his stomach as he 
moved. Dave ate up the body before him, taking in the tight, lean torso and sinewy, yet strong, arms. He could 
already read David's emotions, could see the excitement dancing through his eyes and across his face. Back in 
their hotel, in their suitcases, sat two locked journals. Each detailed their lives and the fantasies, their loves 
and their hates, what they wanted from their relationship and what they wanted from their new life. Through 
them, Dave had learned a lot, not just about David but also about himself. It was, he felt, a path of 
enlightenment that they were on. 


That, and David was one kinky motherfucker. Most of what they did were his ideas. 


Swiping up a length of soft rope, he caught David's wrist as he swayed before him. His lover's eyes went wide 
as he glanced at the rope. A grin cracked his lips, knowing what was coming. Standing behind David, he carefully 
looped the rope around the top of his thighs, tying a variety of knots, before wrapping it around his aching 
erection. Once, twice, three times it went round, David gasping as it slithered against his skin, the knots holding 
his cock tight to his stomach. Leaving a short length, he lead David to the bench, gently helping him on to it. It 
had taken months of reading and practice before he had felt confident enough to use elaborate binding 
techniques on David. The threat of accidentally hurting him more than intended had been enough for him to 


make sure he knew it inside out. He knew that when the ropes came off, David would be screaming for release. 


Dave let out a groan at his boyfriend's provocatively raised butt. Stepping up to it, Dave carefully laced the 
straps over and around his boyfriend, his cock already stirring. He fetched a slender cane and a bit gag from 
the shelf. Gently he dragged the cane along his boyfriend's back, watching as David trembled and moaned. Over 
his butt and along his thighs it travelled, carefully moving between his spread legs and finding his already tight 
balls. 


‘lm going to give you ten. Any questions?" 


David shook his head, hands balling in to fists. From the little experience they'd gained, he knew David enjoyed 


what was to come, begging for it on a rightly basis. But that never happened, Dave with holding it for days on 
end until David was all but a blubbering wreck. He'd do anything for a taste of the cane against his skin 
Anything at all.. 


Stepping up to David's head, he eased his jeans down and offered his cock. 
"Kiss it," he hissed, "and I'll give you what you want." 


Large, almond-shaped eyes looked up at him and David resolutely kept his mouth shut. He pressed the head of 
his cock to his boyfriend's plump lips, wanting to feel them wrap around him. 


"Do it" 


Mumbling, David shook his head and Dave pressed himself closer, his eagerness beginning to take over. They 


both wanted this, he could sense it, and David's playing hard to get only added to the fun. 


Finally, warm, wet lips closed over the head of his cock, giving it the gentlest of kisses. The urge to grab the 


back of David's head and fuck his mouth was overwhelming, but it would have to wait. 
"Good boy," he murmured. "Keep your mouth open” 


He grinned as David obeyed and he carefully slid the bit between his teeth, fastening it around the back of his 
head. 


Walking back around the bench, Dave drew back the cane and let it whistle through the air. It struck with a 
satisfying crack, David tensing and grunting. In its place was a beautiful red line, marking Junior as his. Always 


his, always faithful, forever by Dave's side. 


At least that's what he hoped. In the hours of darkness he prayed to a God he no longer believed in that David 
would stay. That he wouldn't leave like so many others had. He also hoped that David's kinkiness was genuine 
and not just a way to please Dave. 


So much pain, so much insecurity, all of it healed by the presence and love of one man. 


Again he let fly, the cane striking just below the previous mark. Dave loved the way the supple flesh indented 
before welling up red. When they were done, he'd press kisses to them, feeling the heat and the silky flesh 
they lay on. 


He landed another three in quick succession, watching as David trembled, body tight before relaxing, back 
heaving with heavy pants. Dave refused to ask him if he were okay; David was perfectly capable of using the 
sate word if he needed to, the gag giving him the ability to make some noise. Dave refused to completely 


muzzle him, the noises David made exciting him far more than the silence would. 


Giving them both a moment to breathe, he wondered what David drew from it all other than arousal, 
wondered if there were demons he was chasing away. Perhaps he'd ask him. Or perhaps he'd let it linger. For 
Dave, he had to remember to not let his demons surface too much, to not take out the pain of his family, 
friends and Metallica on David's fragile flesh, something which, at times, he found difficult. While he liked to see 
David bleed for him from time to time, he had to remember that it was fun. And that was all it was meant to 


be. The smaller man was not supposed to be a punching bag for all of his problems. 


Admiring his handiwork, Dave slowly trailed the tip of the cane back along his trembling boyfriend's body, 
listening as he quietly pleaded. He looked so beautifully all tied down, ass raised in the air, face buried against 
the smooth leather of the bench. Dave wanted to take him there and then, fuck him senseless until they both 


had no more to give. 


The final four we slow and sensual, designed to allow the pain to become a pleasurable throb. As he returned 


the cane to the shelf, David lifted his head and looked at him with dark, lusty eyes. 
"Please." he panted, voice slightly muffled by the rubber coated bit 

Dave grinned. "Please what?" 

David panted, "Please, Master." 


He shivered at the word, at hearing himself called Master. His cock throbbed in his jeans, a damp patch 


forming against his stomach. "Continue." 
"Please, Master, | want you." 
Snickering, he ran a hand over David's reddened rear, watching as he shuddered and groaned. "Oh, you'll get it." 


Unlocking the straps, he eased his boyfriend to his feet. His hands deftly released David's cock, reveling in the 
deep groan his boyfriend gave as it sprang free. Pre-cum dribbled from the head, slicking the hard, velvety 
flesh and Dave resisted the urge to lick it clean. Supporting his lover, Dave helped him to the bed. Flopping onto 
his front, David gazed over his shoulder, face serene. Collecting the scarves, his body itching with lust, he 
carefully tied David's ankles and wrists to the bedposts before removing the gag. David gave an experimental 
wriggle before muttering something about pillows. Grabbing a couple of the throw pillows, he pushed them 
beneath David's hips, grinning as his boyfriend pushed against them with a heady sigh. Wrapping a blindfold 
around David's eyes, he set about preparing himself. 


Dave's clothes were gone in a matter of moments, the ornate mask replacing a bottle of lube on the shelves. 
Kneeling on the bed, he carefully prepared them both before placing a kiss to David's offered rear. The heat 


from the caring touched his lips and he wound his tongue along them, savouring the marks he'd made. 


"Ready?" 


Spread-eagle and secured, David nodded, hands and feet flexing, wrists wriggling against the bonds. Yeah, Dave 
loved seeing him like that, all bound, blindfolded and with nowhere to go. It was as hot as watching David rub 

himself against pillows. If David could fuck it, he would, and Dave had goaded him into rubbing himself against 
his leg several times. God, that was hot, watching David hump him, bringing himself to an earth shattering 


orgasm. 


Gripping the raised hips, Dave eased himself in, eyes rolling back as the tight warmth enclosed him. He lived for 
this, lived for being brought to his knees by his bass player. Beneath him, David shuddered and groaned, trying 
to push himself back onto Dave's cock. But he wasn't going to get it that easy, not tonight. Slowly, Dave began 

to move, teasing his lover with just the head. David whined and strained against the scarves. Chuckling, he sped 
up a little, David's whines getting louder. Finally Dave slammed himself all the way in and his lover howled, body 
tightening around the onslaught. 


That was all he needed and he began to sway, pushing David against the sensually cruel pillows. Grabbing his 
lover's braided hair, he pulled David's head back, teeth sinking into the soft skin of his neck. Faster and harder 
they went, the blissful threat of orgasm thundering ever closer. 


Letting David go, he swept up the last of the silk scarves. Wrapping it around his hand, he pushed it between 


the pillow and David, wrapping it around his lover's cock. 
"That's it. Come for me, baby. Come for me." 


Time slid to a halt, his blood beating through him, stroking David in time to their hurried thrusts. He couldn't 
wait any longer, couldn't hold back what had been teasing him since they had left the hotel. Beneath him, David 
groaned and sagged, his cock throbbing against Dave's palm. His lover's hot tightness spasmed around him, 
sending Dave tumbling over the edge and into heavenly abandon He could hear David calling to him over and 


over. 


Flopping to the bed, he took off his lover's blindfold, loosened his arms and tugged him close. Catching their 
breath, they both smiled. 


"Fuck." 

Chuckling, he nipped at David's lips. "Yeah, we did. Good an' proper" 

David grinned and, lying back on the bed, Dave pulled him on top of him, gazing up into the softening hazel eyes. 
Gently he brushed loose strands of honey-coloured hair from before his boyfriend's eyes and pressed a soft 
kiss to his lips. David was all he needed. Even without all the kinkiness and collars and journals and whips. He 
needed none of that; just the man he held in his arms. That would do Dave for the rest of his life. 


'| love you," David whispered. 


Feeling his heart soar, Dave gave him another kiss. "Love you too." 


"With all your heart?” 
"With all my heart an’ soul. Whatca wanna do next?" 

David gazed at the ceiling. "First, | want to dance. Then I'd like to try something else" 
Dave chuckled and kissed his shoulder. "Anything in particular?" 


"Well, all these cuffs and whatnot. | wouldn't mind being your puppy.” He whined as kisses were pressed to his 


lips. "Or perhaps being put in one of those cages while you tell me how bad | am." 


woun 


Dressed and masked, they drifted back into the club like a pair of ghosts. They passed people in various states 
of undress, some kissing, some fucking against walls, some playing out their favourite kinks and fantasies. 


Collecting a pair of fresh drinks, Dave unhooked the collar once more and leaned against the bar. With the 
bottle trapped in one hand, David swayed off towards the dance floor, the beats infecting his very being. He 
twisted and turned, body permanently in motion. Taking a swig of his drink, Dave refused to take his eyes off 
of him, enjoying every moment of watching that lithe figure move. Didn't matter where they were in the 


world, it was always home with David around. 


